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STELLA: You talk of your duty. Miss Wayland. Are you
sure that your motive for all this is anything more than
your bitter hatred of me?

NURSE: [Scornfully.} Why should I hate you? Believe me, I
only despise you.

STELLA: You hate me because you were in love with
Maurice.

NURSE: [Violently.} I? What do you mean? You're insulting
me. How dare you say that?

STELLA: [Coolly.} You gave it away. It had often seemed to
me that you were fonder of Maurice than a nurse
generally is of her patient and I used to chaff him about
it. It never struck me that it was serious till this morning.
Then you betrayed yourself in every word you said*
You were madly in love with Aiaurice.

NURSE: [Defiantly} And if I was, what of it?

STELLA: Nothing, except that it's my turn to be shocked.
I think it was rather horrible and disgusting.

NURSE: [With increasing emotion.} Yes, I loved him. My love

grew as I saw yours fade. I loved him because he was
so helpless and so dependent on me. I loved him because
he was like a child in my arms. I never showed him my
love, I would sooner have died, and I was ashamed
because sometimes I thought, notwithstanding every-
thing, he saw it. But if he saw it he understood and was
sorry for me. He knew how bitter it is to long for the
love of someone who has no love to give you. My love
meant nothing to him, he had no room in his heart
for any love but the love of you, and you had no use
for it. He asked for bread and you gave him a stone.
You think you were so kind and considerate. If you'd
loved him as I loved him you'd have seen how less
than nothing was all you did for him. I could think of
a hundred ways to give him happiness, they would have